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to the Latter.

IN a pleasant home at Central Valley, In
the family of Mr. Tomas Estrada Raima,
lives Mrs. Rius Rivera, wife of the

brave Cuban General now wounded and a

prisoner in the hands of the SoaniarJs.
Surrounded by friends who have guarded

her from knowledge of her husband's misfortune,she is as merry as ever a soldier's
wife could be.
My, but she is proud of him.that soldier

husband, who took the great Maeeo's place
In the most dangerous part of Cuba and
fought himself into the knowledge of the
world and gratitude of Cuba until he fell,
torn and bleedine. into the clutches of the
enemy!
And she does not know a word of It.

She laughs all day long and reads the lettersGent ral Rivera found time to send from
the very thick of battles, and always she
talks of him.his courage Is her boast, his
skill her pride. .Next to the joy of being
with him is her confidence in his success.

She looks forward to a reunion when the
war is done and does not dream that seriousmisfortune can come to him.
Ah, the poor young woman! It was agony

to listen to her high hopes and know that
the hero and object of them all \s;as lying in
a Spanish prison, sick with wounds, unable
to communicate with her, maybe under
doom of death. At best dependent on Spanishmercy for life and honor. I could not
tell her the dreadful news. Those with
whom she makes her home have decided
that It Is mercy to spare her the suspense
and anxiety as long as possible.
While General Rius Rivera's fate is in

doubt she will remain In happy Ignorance.
If he Is sentenced to death or his case

is otherwise determined by the rlbunal
then they will tell her.
God send words for the one that must

break the news!
She Is a Cuban chief's wife, and the insurrectionis part of her creed, though

there 's no Cuban blood in he veins. The
misfortune that has overtaken her husband
she may always have considered possible.
It was otherwise with me. My poor husbandwas an American citizen. We had
nothing to do with the war. RIeardo Ruiz
paid no attention to polities in Cuba, but
they took him from my side, looked him
alone in a dungeon and murdered him
there. I was full of my own suffering and
sorrow when I called on Mrs. Rivera.
Mrs. Raima presented me.

"There Is no need of an introduction,"
Mrs. Rivera said, taking me in her arms
and kissing me on both cheeks. "I recognizedyou when you drove up from your
picture in the Journal. We know your sad
Itory, my poor friend. It must be hard, so
aard for you!"
So she sympathized with me and com

forted me, and all the time I knew of hei
misfortunes, so nearly akin to my own. and
she did not know. She is a fair-faced
woman, a strong young Hondurena. She
looks and dresses more like an American
than one of us. She has fine eyes, bright
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each representing grades of the so*cial scale as far apart as the two
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One small man was from Murray Hill;
the other's home was

k down in Cherry
BjgnnSjHRi

One was the person
Ideation of eareless.
Indulged, luxurious
youth; the other a

typical street Arab,
happy-go-lucky, mis- I
chievous, tattered and ;

picturesque.the productof the tenement
house environment.
Their comments and

erltlelsm* of the
Greatest Show on
Earth are here faithfullyreproduced.I\vFirst.Ourlittle
Murray Hill man.

Gilbert White, althoughbut ten years
of age. has seen as

much of this world as

hare many men of
thirty. He has crossed
the ocean a dozen
times and Is as familiarwith the hotels,
museums, picture galleriesand theatres of
London and Paris as

he is with those of
New York. P^BlilFThis little cosmopo- IgUBHraL
to la tho BAn rtf a

uccessful man, dls- ^

lngulshed in educationalcircles, and
therefore represents
not only wealth, but
culture of the best
sort. In Gilbert's
beautiful home uptownare found not
only costly furnltuye,
rugs, hangings and
rare brlc-a-brac, but
Corots and Daublgnys
and Elzevirs.
From his mother
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musical talent and frequents the grand
opera like a flaneur. He Is the editor of a

boy's newspaper, and is an athlete of nc

mean reputation at the military school
where he Is being carefully educated. More
over, this juvenile Admirable Crlchton is
as witty as a post-prandial speaker, and
haa the face and coloring of a cherub. His
manners are those of a man of society,
perfect, languid, and. it must be confessed
a bit blase. Gilbert is often bored, but his
airs ui luuiurreai languor are simpiy uencious.
"Gilbert," I asked, when he received mc

In his mother's elegant drawing room with
a manner a clubman might envy and copy
"will you go to Barnum's with me?"
"I shall be charmed," he replied, in

sweet, cool, courteous tones, but without
betraying one trace of that enthusiasm
one would naturally expect in a boy Jusl
Invited to the circus.
At the appointed hour 1 called for my

small escort. Ix>okiug like a little'prince
In black velvet and lace, his blond head
surmounted by the jauntiest of hats, which
bore the mark of a London tradesman,
and his small patrician hands encased in
the smartest of terra-cotta hued gloves,
my tiny swell joined me.

X3W OF
\
J

*

GE
with intelligence. She Is of quicker mind
than most Spanish-American women, and I
feared her keenness would penetrate me

and discover the secret I was charged to

keep from her.
"Tell me how came your husband to go to

the war?" I asked ber.
"He felt it his duty." she answered. "He

was In the ten years' war. and lie nursed
t'he sorrow of the failure of the revolution
all these years. When the present war

broke out he was notified with other patriots.that Cuba needed him, and lie answeredthe call.
"We were living comfortably in British

Honduras. We were not rich, but my has-

We made the rounds of the basement
before taking our seats in the Garden.
Master Gilbert was rather interested In
some of the people below stairs and con[descended to the jugglers with good-natured
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The Little MutTay Mill Boy
bonhomie. His personality was so str'k
In* that many of the circus employes
fudged each other to look at the hand
ome cniia, who sauntered irom cage u

cage regarding the anlnials with a critl
cal and dispassionate survey.
But he soon wearied of the platan

crowd and evil-smelling atmosphere am

said: "Don't you think it would he j

very good thing to get out of this beastl:
place."

I took the hint and nly charge upstair:
at the same moment.
When we had settled ourselves for tin

aTternoon Gilbert critically examined hi:
programme: "Same old thing." he re

marked, wearily."chariot races! Humph
I am sick of those old chariot races

Why don't these circus people get uj
something new, I wonder."
The first few acts of the performance

r*. iv-<wl with ehilHne 'disdain hv ini

small, critic. Fie at last condescended t<
say apropos of one of the whlte-headei
buffoons: "Do you see that clown yon
der? I saw him last year in the Cirqm
N'ouveau hi I'aris.he's rather clever.'
Then Gilbert yawned:

I wish 1 might reproduce that "rathe
clever," accompanied by the yawn o:

i ennui. Nothing could have been drolle
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band's general merchandise store maintainedus well. We were very happy and
contented, just we two, for, though we

have been married ten years, we have not
been blessed with children. The letter
came and he showed it to me.

"I knew what had been his hope during
all those years, and realized that the time
had come when he would leave me."
"But," I said, "didn't you oppose his going.Were you not afraid?"
I know little of soldiers. It seemed won!derful to me that this gentle woman should

speak so calmly about the husband she
cared so much for, leaving her side and
plunging Into war, when every hour was

and at the same time more depressing
than the palpable anfl thorough disillusionmentof this fin de siecle youngster. No littlecries and murmurs of joy or amazement
issued-from the scornful lips of my small

I
I sickening old do

trick again. It loot
very funny to see hi:
cut across lots lit
that, but, of cours

it's taught liiui b
forehand."
The leaping contei

came on. Now, Gi
bert is a crack atl
lete for a boy of h1

Hge, and has won sto

eral prizes at tb
Berkeley games. H

' Is, therefore, a coi

nolsseur.
He now displayed the first Interest he ha

! shown since he entered the Garden. Draw

ing off his gloves, he bent forward an

> watched the first pink-trunked and b<

spangled contestant hurl himself throug
the air. When the last pair of flesh-co

t ored tights had ceased to tie themselve
1 in bow knots over the backs of the hall
t dozen elephants Gilbert settled back anc

f turning to me, with an air of ineffabl
scorn, mingled with superb conceit, said
"Do you know I could turn a better some]

sault than those without half trying?"
3 It seemed to me that the bareback jocke

race was hotly contested, but Gilbert onl
smiled faintly, and remarked: "Well, tha
was fairly good. As a rule, those fellow

^ don't half try, you know, but I think the
did exert themselves a little to-day."
When Miles, Dair and Tunor did the!

>' "startling an« unique aenai speciauiei
> for the life of me 1 could not help a gnoa
1 and shudder. My up-to-date, blase littl
man looked at me comuiiaseratingly. and,

3 very much fear,- contemptuously: "Dei
ine!" said he, "your nerves must be frigh
fully out of order. Why, there's nothln

r so very difficult or dangerobs about tho:
f trapeze acts. Just let yourself go, an

r' there you are."

fERVICW:

SG MRS. RU.Z SEE BELIEV
full of peril. You see I knew as little
about soldiers' wives as I do of soldiers.
This woman has something in her different '

from most of us, something that sustains s

her. It seems to me that she shares her
brave husband's spirit, and even feels the
fascination they say Inspires such as he to
risk their lives for glory or country.
She laughed merrily at my quest on.

"What Juan docs must be right." she
said. "It was his duty to go. and it became
my duty to make it as en y for hlra as pos-
sib e. He could not live In peace and safety i

knowing that his old brothers In arms

were at their posts and striking for Cuba.
It did not need his 'I will go, Aurora,' to tell

With the advent of the lady clowns the
nose of my fastidious little escort went a

shade nearer the zenith. "I think they are

disgusting," said he. And when one turned
a somersault and let out a little, thin.
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\Y HILL AND CI
,L AT THE CIP<
/ Brought Up in Lux
Side Street Arab unci
ev Thcucht or fhesr
of AAsclLson Square,

:-i«is:r>3ysie^ aaiva
e feminine caterwaul of triumph and then
e strutted away, with her hands distending
C "fl un££lllg LlUUSCfS, LLie oo,\ lucuru n; HIV.

t and there was a cold contempt on every
e aristocratic feature of his fair young face
i. as he said: "Perhaps you think that's
d funny!"
g "No. Gilbert. 1 do not."
d "Well. I'm glad you don't. The ring is no

d piace for a female."
ie Pa! la! la!
e IIow I wished Mary Ellen Lease could
n hear this sn ail opponent of the advance

:ment of the New Woman,
it When the "thundering and terrific Roman
ig Coliseum chariot rate" shook the earth tintsder us my small sage absolutely sneered,
tn "Now you'll see the woman win. You
te know she always does. It wouldn't do for

the man to beat. He would be discharged."
e": "The most exalted and majestic equine

entertainment ever devised by man" really
pleased Gilbert, snd when it was over he
stood up and languidly clapped his hands.

3" "That was really very good," he observed,
is '«p<very foorse vvns a beauty, and it was

very cleverly done."
"Did you enjoy It. Gilbert?" I asked as

we took our way homeward.
"Very much, Indeed," he said politely,

d "only, you see. all circuses are alike."
On a side street we passed an old woman

cl grinding an organ. After we had gone a

few steps Gilbert paused. Then slipping
k his hand confidentially in mine he whisl_pered, "If yon don't mind 1 should like to

p go back and give my car fare to that old
, woman. I can walk home, you know."

I Dear little man! Culture, luxury and itie
dtilgence had not robbed him of a kind and

I- generous heart.
I like to remember him, not as the disillusioned,ennuyed, blase young swell, scoffingat the entertainment most boys of his

roar, invo hut as hestowfne alms with an
# V .*. N.

air worthy of a prince of the blood royal
upon a poor, ragged, mumbling old organ
grinder.

lr It was down between Oak and Cherry
s streets that I found my other little man.

. Down In a region where an open and
i- reekincr newer nolluted the air of the narrow

I street; where the sun beat fiercely upon the
lr dirty wayfarers; where slatternly women

t- leaned from their windows and scolded

g their babies toddling on the steps; where
ie vicious-faced men cursed and swore and
d spat upon the ground; where children ran

hither around you shrieking like so uiauy
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ne of his resolution. I knew it as soon as

I. read the call to arms. We came to New
fork a year ago. Juan sold everything, hi?

itore, his goods, his accounts, our furniture
.all.
"Before he went to the war Juan took

tie around this country sightseeing. We
went to Niagara and stayed there some
iiue. He knew it was hard for me to part
with him, and may* tie this little bit of
pleasuring was a sort of bribe. How the
time flew! The weeks went by like days,
uid prcseutly we were back in New York

IK"'11"Then Juan went to the Cuban Junta and
offered himself. He did not ask for any

little demons.a very Bedlam of flith and
noise and stench and profanity.

I returned with Charlie Peters, son of a

longshoreman, to his home to, obtain his
mother's permission, lu a poor little stuffy
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four-roomed flat eight
people were living,
one of whom, the
need grandfather, was

ill, "had in his head."
the grandmother said.
The old r.iRii came
out of his room and
looked mildly at me
us I stated my errand,
"Circus," he muttered;"circus: I went
once wheu I was n

boy. There was horses
and music, and"
"Why, yes," said

Charlie's buxom, kindlyfaced mother. "I
don't mind if you
take him. Come here,
sir, directly, and let
mp git some of the
dirt off you."
Thereupon she fell

upon the lad and
lathered and rubbed
and scrubbed him.
Then she pulled down
his jacket and shook
him and kissed him
and told him to behavehimself, and off he went.
The ride up Third avenue and acros

Twenty-third street was full of Interest t
this child of the slums. "Look* at d
crass." she shouted, when he saw Madlso
Square." I seen some once In de eountr
wen dey took us for a scursion," he e3

.plained at the top of his thin, shrill volci
thereby causing every one in the car to r<

gard him curiously. "Say!" be continue:
breathlessly, "will de clowns walk over d
tops of de elefunts?"
Upon being assured that he should bi

hold some such features, he gave a sigh i

satisfaction and resumed his study of upp<

It was with difficulty I got the chil
upstairs to his seat before the performance
began.
He looked about with bright, observai

eyes for some time, and then suddeni
electrified me by stating in shrill, convlu
ing tones: "Gee! dat's where de crtpph
sit," at the same time rising and lndicatit
a section with his rabbit.
Upon pressing him for his reasons fi

believing there was a place set apart t<
afflicted ones, he informed me that he h{
counted four lame men who had tak<
seats in that section.
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rank, hut to'd them to put him where his
machete could find plenty of employment.
They gave him a colonel's commission. I

believe, and ordered him to serve under his
old friend. General Antonio Maceo. He was

delighted with this assignment. He left
me in charge of Mr. and Mrs. Talma. Then
it was a kiss and good-by, and he was off
to the South to board the Three Friends.
We received telegraphic notice of the sail-
ing of tho sliip. There were some anxious
days. The newspapers were full of the attemptsto Intercept the filibuster. Americanwar ships were patrolling the Florida
coasts, and on the other side the Spaniards,
warned of the departure of the vessel, were

When a little swell in white duck trou

sers, pale blue sailor collar and white stra\^
hat with blue ribbon, walked by us on hli
way to his seat my Arab shied his rabbi)
at him and shouted: "Hey! see ue Uttl*

The Little Cherry Mill Bo

sailormans. Git on ter his straw kady d

is fell off der roof."
o "Would you like to be dressed like
e sailor, Charlie?"
11 "Ybu bet," in prompt and decisive tone
y The clowns entered, and his joy kue
c" no bounds. "Look at de fat belly on him

he jvlled with the direct simplicity
3" childhood. And after the whacking of tl

dummy, his laugh rang out like a peal
'e bells. At this moment a party of fash:*j

ably dressed people entered and took sea
B" near us. Charlie eurned to me with ge

uine commiseration in his glance. "Do
!r folks missed dat." he said pityingly. "Da

too bad. He wan't 110 fake man."
(1 With the grand entry, the poor chl
's was in a transport of excitement. Eve

nerve in his little, thin, badly nourish
it body thrilled with ecstasy. He sat up
ly (lie edge of hisseat nervously clasping a

c- unclasping his hands, a perfect contrast
r>s the small flaneur .who the day before h
ig lolled back in his chair almost bored

death at the same entertainment.
As one of the clowns went by, he saw t

child, add smiling under his white pai:
id took off his hat and bowed with mo
n gravity, displaying a bald head, with o

little tuft of hair. "Hey!" shrieked i

RIVERA.
Happily Dreaming
of His Success
and Safety.

looking out for her. There were false reportsthat the Three Friends was captured,
and for some days we did not know the
truth. But at last the true news came.
Then I got a letter from Juan. He had
landed on September 8, and everything was

well. He wrote that it was glorious to be
In the saddle again and he was impatient
to meet the enemy.
"I was as glad to hear of his safe arrival

in the field as he was to get there. It was
not long before we began to see mention of
Juan's work in the Journal's war dispatches.

"I do not read English, but you may be
sure my friends shared my interest and did
not let any notice of my husband's doings
escape me."
"Very soon I got another letter. Juan Lad

had several actions with the enemy," Mrs.
Rivera said, "and he was enthusiastic over

the conduct of his troops. He wrote a great
deal about General Maceo. His admiration
for the General was unbounded. Every
letter he wrote was full of praise for his
General.his courage, his command of the
men, his military skill and splendid daring.
He wrote that the enemy had no commanderwho could match General Maceo,
and he is always sure the Cuban army will
never be conquered by Spain.
"One letter told me he was wounded. A

bullet shot in the mouth he said it was,
but he bade me not to be worried, as it was

only a trifle, and would not even disable
him, 1 remembered he wrote that as he

Legan the letter the last discharges of the
enemy's volleys were sounding. He sent
me my letter with (he official dispatches
telling of the enemy's repulse."
"No I am not afraid for Juan," she said.

"He is doing his duty and I must trust that
no misfortune will come. You do not understandmy confidence. You would if you
were a soldier's wife. Your own nerves

have been shaken by your dreadful misfortune.I have no fear but that Juan will

gome back to me. Why do you, not know

I begged him to let me go with him. I
wanted to be beside him in the camp
"General Maeeo's death was a great

shook to my husband. He was so accustomedto seeing the General expose himselfand come out without a scratch that
it seemed impossible that he should be
dead."
"No," said Mrs. Rivera. "I cannot explain.t, but within me I have the feeling

that my husband will come through all
right. I am not foolish about it, and I
know, of course, that he is as likely to be
hurt as any other soldier.more so, may be,
because as general one will always expose
himself as an example to his men. But I

simply feel that way, and when this war

is over he will return and we will be togetheragain."
Ah! I thought, may your hopes be fulfilledand may this sweet woman's loved

husband come out of the Spanish prison a

whole, strong man, and be restored to her.
! RITA L. V. DE RUIZ.

companion, "did yuse see him bow to me.
de guy wid de flag on his nut?"

5 One of the giant elephants was a trifle
L unruly and on being sharply prodded by
; his trainer, trumpeted with rage. "Hear

him whistle troo his
trunk!" said Charlie,

t -T nudging me violently.
* When Rose Went

worth and Josle Ashtonwent capering
and prancing round
their respective rings,
I asked: "Which one

do you like best,
Charlie?" "H e r ,"
pointing his rabbit
toward Rose. Just at
that moment she
turned her wonderful
6omersault. " Ge e ,

yuse oughter see de
tumbieset she done
den!"
"I saw it."
"Say, wasn't it a

peach?"
The bareback jockeyrace came on, the

one which Gilbert had
damned with faint
praise the day before.
The boy at my side
was wild withenthusiasm.He stood
up and let out a

whoop which might
have been heard in
Albany. "Look at em!
Look! Look! Ab! Wot
de hey! Pat bloke
got de races," and
sank back exhausted
in his seat.
When M. Leon La

Roche disappeared in
Vila n lit ft*

nintic wonder globe"
and began to "ascenda spiral Incline
without visible means

# of propulsion," as the
programme glibly puts
It, my little gamin
turned to a stately

J* lady sitting next him
and cried: "Git on to

at his nibs crawling in his shell." And the
stately dame laughed behind her fan until

a she was scarlet In the face.
Murray Hill and Cherry Hill had one

,s ground In common. When I asked Char'iew"Do you like the woman clown?" with a
snort of contempt, he answered: "Nit,

0f she's no good on earth."
tie After every number the boy turned an

0f anxious face to me: "Is it over now?" he
u. would ask, and when I assured him that
t8 his happiness was to last a little longer
n. he would again turn his face, aglow with
se satisfaction and joy, to the scene before

t's him.
But every beautiful experience comes at

]c) last to an end. And to Charlie Peters, of
Cherry Hill, finally came the end of, I

F
hope, the happiest day of his starved, little

eU life.
on When the last proud curvetting horse
nd had trotted from the ring, when the last

l h.wl Lkupil her liHinlv t., Mm

crowd, as tilt) audience slowly rose, iny
a<J poor little boy rose, too, and, turning up a
to sober l'aco to me, said in a choked, still,

small voice, "It's all over."
I took him to Third avenue and started

he him 011 his homeward journey. I looked
ill, after him as the crowd surged between
k us, lost him for a moment, then saw hbu

again.a pathetic little figure clasping a
41 v wuiiP tu.) inuuu i«w iu ins inuH'iu

uy jacket. EDITH SESSIONS TUlTEli.


